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Mass Production Comes 


To Madonna House 


By Lee 


Here at Madonna House 
we can’t afford to smoke 
cigarettes at thirty-five cents 
per pack—so we roll our 
own. There are several ways 
of doing it. You can carry a 
package of tobacco and cig- 
arette papers in your pocket 
and build a smoke whenever 
you like. 

You’ll find however, that 
the cigarette does not always 
turn out—so round—so firm 
—so fully packed. It’s apt to 
be lean on one end and fat 
on the other. If you don’t 
use too much tobacco you 
wil find it easy on the draw; 
so easy that sometimes, with 
the first puff, that tobacco 
flies out of the paper and 
down your throat. 

It’s messy too. You get 
tobacco all over the house 
and your clothes. Outdoors 
you get all set to roll one and 
a puff of wind blows the to- 
bacco away. 

The next best method is 
to use a cigarette machine. 
These machines turn the 
cigarettes out one at a time; 
when you become proficient 
about every third cigarette 
is good enough to keep. 
When you are expert at this 
method you may roll as many 
as forty cigarettes in two 
hours and fifteen minutes; 
in other words, you really 
begin to roll. 

Boy, That’s Rolling! 

The best method is to use 
a large cigarette rolling ma- 
chine. These machines turn 
out five cigarettes at a time; 
the product is uniform in 
length and pack and actu- 
ally looks like a cigarette. 
After a bit of practice on the 
machine you can produce 
forty cigarettes in half an 
hour. When you get to this 
point, someone, trying to be 
kind, no doubt, will brightly 
observe, “Why it looks just 
like a tailor-made.” When 
they say ‘‘tailor-made,” they 
mean of course, machine 
made; thus unconsciously 
admitting that the machine- 
made cigarette is better than 
the home-rolled variety. They 
are right—I know—I’ve tried 
both. 

Now the point of this is 
two-fold—first, that machin- 
ery, properly used, benefits 
the user; second, that mass 
production is not intrinsi- 
cally evil. It is important 
that we understand both of 
these truths clearly, for in 
this modern day, most of us 
use machinery constantly; 
and millions spend all of 
their working hours in a 
mass production effort. 

At the same time we can- 
not help but see that most 
of our modern productive 
activity tends to demoralize 
and dehumanize the worker. 

We are all familiar with 
the oft-told and unfortunate- 
ly true story of the worker 
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O’Brien 
who spends eight hours a 
day tightening the nut on 
Bolt Number Twenty-eight 
on Mr. Hoard’s assembly line. 
He is so tightened up ment- 
ally and physically at the 
end of the deadening day 
that he _ feels’ like Bolt 
Twenty-eight himself and 
wonders if he isn’t just a 
little bit nutty. 
Bolts and Jolts 

After punching the time- 
clock he dashes to the near- 
est tavern and jolts his 
weary brain cells to life with 
a few quick ones. Then he 
steers the jalopy home to the 
two room apartment, grabs 
the little woman, and, after 
a couple of quick ones, to 
stimulate the appetite, dines 
on the blue plate special at 
the Chromium Palace. 

After dinner the two take 
in the new epic, “Twilight 
of Reason” with Gary Pant 
and Letty Bable; then home 
—and a few slow ones while 
listening to “Midnight Mur- 
ders.” Finally bed, to dream 
of nuts, bolts, quick ones, 
slow ones, and Letty Babel 
plotting with Henry Hoard 
to murder Gary Pant. 

No one could honestly 
deny that modern mass pro- 
duction methods have a de- 
moralizing effect on the 
worker; but it should be re- 
membered that this evil is 
not inherent in mass pro- 
duction itself, but springs 
from the desire for Profit 
which underlies amost all of 
our economic activity today. 
Mass production seeks to 
produce in quantity in a 
given period of time, to 
realize maximum product 
per man hour expended; in 
other words, to be efficient. 
And efficiency is not sinful. 

Do Not Misunderstand 

Some readers of current 
Catholic periodicals may 
have gained the impression 
that mass production is evil 
per se. This is a mistake. 
There are many letters and 
articles being’ printed in the 
religious press today, which 
deal with the evils of modern 
industrialism. But the reader 
should not let himself be led 
astray. The evil is not in 
industrialism itself; but in 
the abuses men have intro- 
duced into it. 

We can look at efficiency 
from the standpoint of Mr. 
Hoard, who is interested in 
profits; or we can look at 
it from the standpoint of 
God, Who is interested in 
souls. 

Mr. Hoard may think it 
efficient to drive his workers 
so close to insanity that they 
seek an outlet in drunken- 
ness, in lust, or in a flicker- 
ing make-believe world; but 
God knows that it is ineffic- 
ient, because men living such 
lives find it hard to save their 

(Continued on Page Three) 





On The 
Credit Side 


(By W. C. Dwyer) 

Dorothy Harrold of Chi- 
cago, in the March issue of 
this paper, after perusing the 
January number, finds that 
the editors and associates 
have failed to reach their 
ideal. They have been “muck- 
ing around” in “personal” 
and “subjective” things 
without the faintest knowl- 
edge of “theory” or funda- 
mental teachings. Yours 
truly received a_ passing 
“swipe” as having mentioned 
something so ordinary as the 
enslavement of the public 
by the bread-making com- 
bine. 

I have a sneaking  sus- 
picion that Dorothy would 
not dream of making a 
batch of bread, hereself, and 
therefore must depend upon 
the big-time companies for 
her “starch.” Evidently, she 
does not like examples from 
real life, especially when 
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they seem to hit one ‘“be- 
tween the eyes.” 
Thanks, Father—E.D. 

Dorothy must have gotten 
hold of a translation of some 
philosophical work and dis- 
covered in it two such tech- 
nical terms as “subjective” 
and “objective,” which she 
now waves, in a haughty and 
triumphant manner over 
“RESTORATION” — in the 
face of Eddie Doherty, who 
has more Catholic Philoso- 
phy in one of his headlines, 
or one of his sentences, than 
many Catholic writers can 
produce in volumes—in the 
face of Catherine Doherty, 
who, all her life has had her 
heart, her will and her bril- 
liant intellect — every fibre 
of her tumbleweed existence 
—attuned to Catholic social 
principles, in the accom- 
plishment of deeds, chari- 
table deeds, deeds without 
number or limit for the sake 
of Christ. A growing multi- 
tude of “honest-to-goodness” 
Christians are flocking after 
them. 

As Thompson Put It 
I would say to you, Dor- 
(Continued on Page Four) 


‘trim and pretty, 








Madonna House Sends 
Forth Twelve Apostles 


By Catherine Doherty 


All last week every woman 
at Madonna House prayed 
to her favorite saint for good 
weather on Sunday, May the 
8th. For it was to be a great 
day. A day of achievement, 
of work well done by pupil 
and teacher. 

Way back in January, 
when Betty Biggers, BS., 
R.N., started the Red Cross 
Course in Home Nursing, a 
twelve week affair, everyone 
began talking about Gradu- 
ation Day. 

It was good to think of 
May, spring, flowers, and 
warm sunshine, while the 
banks of snow grew around 
the house, forming fantastic 
shadows at night and 
strange shapes in the day 
time. It was good to think 
of warm balmy breezes, while 
the wind howled in the 
chimney, and made _ the 
flames in the fire place dance 
exotic dances. 

Through January, Febru- 
ary, March and April, the 
ladies came. In snowstorms, 
in below-zero weather, they 
plodded their faithful way 
to class. Always cheerful and 
gay, Betty was ready for 
them, with tons of literature 
to distribute, charts to study, 
and lessons to memorize. 
They practiced on one an- 
other, they practiced on a 
cute little boy of six, who did 
not seem to mind at all being 
“the patient” for twelve 
eager ‘“‘nurses-to-be.”’ 

And What a Day! 

Finally the long awaited 
day arrived. It was sunny 
and warm, so the graduation 
exercises were held on the 
lawn, which had turned an 
emerald green for the occas- 
ion. For a backdrop we had 
blomoing choke cherry trees, 
tulips and pansies, and the 
vivid blue of the Madawaska 
river. 

Tables and chairs were set 
on the lawn, and gay blank- 
ets were spread for the child- 
ren to sit on. The ladies all 
wore the white uniforms, 
with the 
proper insignia on _ their 
sleeves, white shoes, and the 
becoming veil of the Red 
Cross Home Nurse. 

By two o’clock in the after- 
noon, the graduates to be, 
and their friends and rela- 
tives began to arrive. Ma- 
donna House, and _ its 
grounds, took on a festive 
atmosphere. The arrival of 
our Pastor, Rev. Fr. Patrick 
Dwyer, was the signal for 
the start of the proceedings. 
Slowly and gracefully the 
graduates walked in single 
file to their places, flowering 
the lawn as they settled 
down in their immaculate 
white. 

I gave the opening speech 
of welcome. Frankly I con- 
fess there was a lump in my 
throat, for there before me, 








was one of my dreams come 
true, the dream of service 
to this lovely community of 
wonderful folks. 

Father Dwyer took over. 
His was the pleasant job of 
distributing the graduation 
certificates. Betty did the 
pinning of the pins, that 
were professionally decor- 
ated with red and white 
ribbons. As each graduate 
came up to receive her cer- 
tifiicate and pin, I took a 
snapshot of her. We did want 
to preserve the lovely mem- 
ory of the occasion. 


The distribution complet- 
ed, Father Dwyer gave the 
address of congratulation, 
mentioning how delighted he 
was with this achievement, 
how laudable the persever- 
ance of the graduates was, 
and how wonderful that they 
had begun with one of the 
Corporal Works of Mercy— 
nursing the sick. He con- 
cluded with his blessing on 
all present. 

After this, strains of the 
National Anthem rose, 
carried far and wide by the 
breeze. Then the severe pat- 
tern broke up into many 
bright pieces. Children rush- 
ed to their mothers. Friends 
and relatives surrounded 
their favorite graduates. 
Laughter rang out. And 
little groups dotted the lawn, 
making it cheerful and gay. 
Refreshments were served. 
Graciously, Mrs. Margaret 
Hudson and Mrs. W. L. Wad- 
dington poured the tea, and 
the ladies in white, served it. 

The. graduating class was 
composed of twelve. Apostles 
of health, they will bring we 
know, much comfort to their 
friends and families in time 
of illness and distress. 

Their names: Mrs. Mary 
Arkles, Mrs. J. Holly, Miss 
Margaret Holly, Mrs. A. 
Pecoskie, Miss Rita Perrier, 
Miss Isabelle Pringle, Miss 
Agatha Yantha, Mrs. B. 
Golka, Mrs. Helen Newman, 
Mrs. A. Pescheau, Mrs. F. 
Pastway, and Alice Gross- 
witch. 

God’s blessing on each and 
everyone of you and CON- 
GRATULATIONS. 


SEBENDIC SB 








Page Two 


RESTORATION 


May—1949 





RESTORATIORN 


MADONNA HOUSE 
Combermere, Ontario 
Canada 








VOL. II. 








EDDIE DOHERTY 


CATHERINE DE HUECK-DOHERTY 


GRACE FLEWWELLING 


Editor 
pvivecsesbvescsneundinve Managing Editor 
Circulation Manager 


Subscription price $1.00; Single copies 10c. 
RESTORATION is published monthly for clarification of Catholic 


social thought with the approbation of the 


Most Reverend Bishop 


W. J. Smith of Pembroke, Ontario, and is owned by Friendship House, 


Canadian Province, Authorized as 
Department, Ottawa. 


Second Class Mail, Post Office 











deeply that it rationalizes 
ment of God quite easily. 


ability and science! 


wedo... 


which even now await us. 








WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


How confused is the heart and mind of man 
when his face is not turned up to God’s, and when 
his footsteps do not tread in the footprints of Christ! 


And how contagious this confusion is. Like a 
maligant disease it spreads from man to man, em- 
bracing nations and continents, eating away the 
soul. Today we are witnesses to the effects of this 
spiritual and mental chaos, which has penetrated so 


THOU SHALT NOT KILL .. . Said the Lord. 
And we are barely recovering from the effects of Nazi 
concentration camps, where killing reached a dia- 
bolical art. Most of us live uneasily under the shadow 
of Communist concentration camps, which we all 
know exist, and which we all try to forget. 


At home, human life has become‘cheap too. 
Gangster murders have almost ceased to be front 
page news. Languidly we take them with our coffee 
and toast, in the morning paper. Crimes of violence 
are alas completely familiar to us. 


Yet the evil goes deeper. Statistics coldly tell 
of the heinous sins against the fifth Commandment. 
Abortion tops the list. Birth Control, the prevention 
of life, has clothed itself in the mantle of respect- 


Lord have mercy on us, Your lost children! 
Behold our eternal search for happiness, peace, and 
tranquility. Send forth Thy grace and light, that once 
more ‘we may see the right path to Thee. For unless 
we shall indeed deserve the catacombs 


away the fifth Command- 








LETTERS TO A SEMINARIAN 


By Catherine de Hueck 





Dear Friend, 

You have been asking me 
over and over again for vari- 
ous ways and means: that 
may help YOU, the future 
priest, to bring US the laity, 
your spiritual children and 
your flock, closer to God, 
thus also helping to stem 
the rush of Communism. To- 
day I want to talk these 
things over with you, yet I 
do so in utter humility, and 
only because you have asked 
me to. 

It is through the parish 
that you will have to work. 
You and I know well that it 
is for us the Gateway of 
Grace. That the main chan- 
nels of that grace are of 
course the worship of God 
together, and the reception 
of the Sacraments, those out- 
ward signs of inward grace. 
Plus the graces‘ that will 
come to us through your 
weekly instructions (ser- 
mons) from the pulpit, 
bringing us ever more knowl- 
edge, enlarging our spiritual 
horizons, making us know 
and love God more. 

Those Secondary Channels 

But there are many sec- 
ondary channels through 
which grace can and must 
flow into our minds, hearts, 
and souls. And it is in the 
Parish, the center of our 
lives that we should find 
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them too. Amongst these are 
Study Clubs, Credit Unions, 
organization of Cooperatives, 
Maternity Guilds, Pre and 
Post Cana _ Conferences, 
Labor Schools, Lectures, 
Open Forums, and Third 
Orders, which all can work 
through the already existing 
parish societies and youth 
organizations. 

I can see* you’ shudder, 
even now, at the thought of 
all this extra work, and the 
acquiring of the knowledge 
that goes behind it. For you 
visualize them as extra mural 
activities, above your prim- 
ary priestly duties! 

Indeed a modern parish 
is, or should be, a busy place 
to which its spiritual child- 
ren come with all their ques- 
tions, problems, and needs, 
and get them answered. BUT 
YOU WILL NOT HAVE TO 
DO IT ALL YOURSELF. 
That is, if you will approach 
the whole matter without 
fear or prejudice against us, 
the laity, and with a 
thorough conviction that 
CATHOLIC ACTION 
WHICH IS THE PARTICI- 
PATION OF THE LAITY IN 
THE APOSTOLATE OF 
THE HIERARCHY, is here 
to stay—that it is really and 
truly a part of the modern 


Catholic world picture. 
(Continued on e Three) 











FIVE 


Tommy Wren, one of my 
oldest friends, has sent me 
the latest book of another 
old friend; and for a number 
of days I have been living in 
the rich and colorful past. 

The book is “Beau James,” 
The Life and Times of Jim- 
my Walker; and the author 
is, of course, Gene Fowler, 
who, a lifetime ago, made 
me city editor of the New 
York American. 

Through Tommy’s 
thoughtfulness, both Chi- 
cago and New York come to 
this pleasant and peaceful 
countryside to linger awhile, 
and rest, and to chat with 
me of old times and old 
friends. Not the Chicago of 
today, nor the New York of 
the present. No, it is the 
Chicago of Tommy Wren 
when he was doing Labor 
for the Chicago Tribune and 
I was doing rewrite, when 
there was a murder an hour, 
when the Mafia ruled “Little 
Italy” with silent terror, 
when my father was alive 
and vigorous and a _ police 
lieutenant in the East Chi- 
cago avenue station — and 
had time to tell the police 
reporters better stories than 
they could write. And it is 
the New York of Gene Fowl- 
er, and Mark Hellinger and 
Walter Winchell and Phil 
Payne and Westbrook Pegler 
and all the other old friends 
that Fowler mentions in his 
book. 

About Old Friends 

Why is it that when we 
think, or talk, or write of 
“old friends” we think of 
them as young, not old at 
all? There must be some- 
thing in the word friend 
that precludes anything like 
growing old. A friend has 
no age, especially an old 
friend. Nor does a friend die, 
or cease to be a friend be- 
cause he has gone into a 
better world. 

Gene Fowler’s book has 
enchanted me beyond all 
telling. He has resurrected 
the past for me, the weird 
tumultuous years of the 
twenties, the period of ‘‘won- 
derful nonsense,” the days 
and the scenes and the 
stories of which I was a 
microscopic part. 

But he has done more. He 
has given me an insight into 
Jimmy Walker that I never 
had; though I knw the man 
and liked him. And he has 
given me an insight into his 
own personality that I never 
before quite appreciated. 

I should have known how 
deeply religious this Gene 
Fowler is. But I began to 
suspect it only when I read 
his story of John Barrymore, 
“Good Night Sweet Prince.” 
I don’t mean that he goes to 
church every Sunday. I don’t 
know whether he does or 
not. I don’t know whether 
or not he ever says a prayer. 
He is religious because he 
has compassion for sinners. 

About Beau James 

“Beau James” is a much 
better book than Gene’s 
biography of Barrymore, 
splendid as that book was. It 
is a much better book in 
every way one book can be 
better than another. And 
Gene’s sympathy shines 
through more brightly, more 
clearly, more constantly. 

A writer wthout sympathy 
is not a writer at all. A 
writer with all the sympathy 
in the world is not a writer 
without a writer’s skill. A 
writer with sympathy plus 
skill may be a great writer 








ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 











—or a great failure. It de- 
pends upon the subject a- 
bout which he writes. 


How many popuar writers 
would have stubbed their 
toes on the subject of Jimmy 
Walker and the New York 
of his times! Can you think 
of Hemingway, for instance, 
writing on such a subject? 
Or Marquand? Or — you 
name somebody else! 

Most writers would have 
made a high-class scandal of 
the life of the “late mayor 
of New York.” Gene Fowler 
has produced a treasure, and 
has enriched us with it. 

About Gene Fowler 


I read the book leisurely. 
I wanted to bolt it down, as 
I have done with all Gene 
Fowler’s books. But I made 
myself read a little at a 
time, so that I could have a 
long time enjoying it. Now 
that I have finished, I want 
to read t again. Perhaps I 
shall read it several times. 


I read it not only for the 
story of Jimmy Walker, but 
tor the story of Gene Fowler 
as well. Heifetz playing 
Brahms is still Heifetz. Fowl- 
er writing of Walker is still 
Fowler. (There’s as much 
music in “Beau James” as 
there is in Heifetz’ concerts.) 
And I shall continue read- 
ing it for the Fowler in it. 


SAINT MARGARET 


of Scotland 











There are many authors, 
especially those who write for 
Catholic readers, who could 
go to school to Gene Fowler. 
If they would study “Beau 
James,” they would find pure 
gold there. They would find 
the story of a tortured soul 
that at length found peace 
in a return to Mother 
Church. 


It isn’t often one finds a 
soul in an. American best 
seller, a great soul. But Gene 
Fowler has put one _ into 
“Beau James.” He put it 
there because he was great- 
souled enough to recognize 
it. And he has handled it 
tenderly, reverently, beauti- 
fully. 


I have been wondering 
these last few days _ what 
there is in Fowler that at- 
tracts him so to sinners. I 
don’t know the answer. But 
I do know this—Christ loved 
sinners too. 








Those who instruct 
others to justice shall 
Shine as stars for all 
eternity. 




















The B’s Corner 


The daily and catholic 
press, has in the past weeks 
widely discussed the so-call- 
ed BOSTON HERESY. 

In the center of all this 
tragic controversy is Rev. 
Father Leonard Feeney, 
S.J., a well known and be- 
loved author whose gracious 
wit has eased many an ach- 
ing heart and lifted many a 
weary soul close to God. For 
his is the gift of contagious 
and charitable laughter. 

I have no wish to discuss 
any points of the contro- 
versy. To me the matter rests 
with the decision of the 
Ordinary of the diocese and 
Father Feeney’s superiors. 
But my heart is heavy and 
my -soul deeply disturbed, 
for there dwells in them a 
great love for Father Feeney, 
for he has brought me so 
much consolation and help 
through his books, and his 
work in St. Benedict’s 
Centre, before this last 
tragedy was so fruitful! I 
followed it closely because, 
in a wee manner, I once had 
a hand in encouraging the 
foundress of it to persevere 
against the many odds that 
lay in her path. 

Let Us Pray 

It therefore occurred to 
me, dear friends, that you 
might wish to join us of 
Friendship House, Comber- 
mere, Canada, in taking a 
hand in this sorrowful con- 
troversy in the only manner 
left us lay-folks. That is in 
starting a crusade of pray- 
ers, to storm heaven for the 
grace of Father’s humble 
submission to the will of his 
superiors, which to him 
should be, as it is, the will of 
God. 

Let us also pray for the 
restoration of his health, for 
he must be ill to act as he 
did; for the return of peace 
and the tranquility of God’s 
holy order to his stormy soul. 

Father Feeney, right now, 
must be the loneliest man 








on earth! For who can be 
lonelier than a6 silenced 
priest? How hungry his 


heart must be for peace! 
How full of longing his soul 
must be to say Mass! 

A Bouquet or Prayers 

Let us make up a Spiritual 
Bouquet of prayers for the 
above intentions and send 
them to him. For prayer is 
always good. Prayer for a 
Shepherd about to lose his 
way, IS IMPERATIVE. 

If you wish, send your 
prayers along to us, and we 
will make up the Bouquet 
and send it to him. Should 
you wish to send it yourself, 
St. Benedict’s Center, Cam- 
bridge, Mass., will, I under- 
stand, reach him. 

Pray for Russia Too 

Russia is in the news. 
Russia IS news—daily. Both 
Secular and religious. And 
we the Catholics of the 
world, heeding Our Lady of 
Fatima, constantly offer 
prayers for the conversion of 
that unhappy land, that was 
and still is (underground 
fashion) so devoted to Her, 
under the title of BOGORO- 
DITZA — SHE WHO HAS 
GIVEN BIRTH TO GOD. 

Yet what are we doing to 
gather knowledge about Rus- 
sia, her religion, history and 
mores? Knowledge that will 
beget better understanding 
which in turn will beget 
deeper love? After all, pray- 
ers are based on love .. . our 
love of our neighbors, and 
hence of God. 

There is at hand a most 
valuable and interesting 
magazine that would supply 


us with all these nee 
(Continued on Page me wa 
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ALLELUIA! St. Joseph’s 
House is ready, and furnish- 
ed. I really wish that you, 
who have helped so gener- 
ously to make this possible, 
could see it. 

For it is an old house. Over 
a hundred years old. A 
gracious, clean-smelling, 
cozy, rambling house of four- 
teen odd rooms and many 
corridors and passageways. 
It stands amidst a green 
field, old trees, and sweet- 
smelling lilac bushes. Facing 
the main road, and the little 
quaint bridge that spans the 
Madawaska. Each window 
frames a view that many a 
celebrated painter has put 
on canvas. 

What stories St. Joseph’s 
House could tell! For it was 
an inn in the lusty pioneer 
days of lumber-jacks. It later 
was the home of a beloved 
doctor, whose good deeds are 
still remembered in the 
countryside. It would be nice, 
someday, to just sit quietly 
in one of its sunny big rooms 
and listen to its whisperings. 

Eddie’s furniture, that 
finally left its New York 
storage place and came here, 
somehow fits beautifully in- 
to the spacious rooms. Yel- 
low, red, and chintzy cur- 
tains lend a gay air to the 
place. 

Now St. Joseph’s’ stands 
ready to receive the Visiting 


COMBE 


By Catherine Doherty 
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Volunteers who will soon be 
coming to us, to help with 
our many works. Young 
laughter will ring again, and 
re-echo against the vener- 
able walls. Visitors, we hope 
will enjoy its hospitality. It 
is wonderful to have so much 
more space. 

The Library shelves are 
shining .and new, awaiting 
literature, as do the maga- 
zine and pamphlet racks. 
And that reminds us to ask 
you, Friends, to send us any 
and every book on Credit 
Unions, Co-operatives, and 
the Social Apostolate of the 
Church, that you can spare. 
Pamphlets and Magazines 
dealing with the same sub- 
ject will be most welcomed 
too. 

Especially do we humbly 
page for such gifts, St. 
Francis Xavier University in 
Antigonish and its Extension 
Department, and Monsignor 
Ligutti and his Rural Life 
Offices. 

Our thanks go very special- 
ly to Mrs. Wallace Gerth of 
Racine, Wisconsin, for the 
gift of a huge pressure cook- 
er, which we needed so badly, 
and to her and her friends, 
for the money to buy bed 
linens for St. Joseph’s. God 
bless you one and all. 

Our needs are still great. 
Now they take the form of 
tables and chairs. . . Please. 





TO A SEMINARIAN 





(Continued from Page Two) 
We Are With You 


Don’t be afraid of us. Pre- 
pare yourself today, while 
you are still part of us, to 
accept us tomorrow when 
you will be a priest of God. 
Try to see that we have been 
bearing the intense heat of 
our terrible and tragic cen- 
tury for many years now; 
and that, in a way, we are a 
very different brand of Ca- 
tholics from those your 
saintly predecessors had to 
deal with. a oe 

For one thing, we are 
better educated. We read 
more Catholic current liter- 
ature, which in itself is a 
far cry from the pious and 
somewhat unreal books our 
forefathers read. We try 
desperately, most of us any- 
how, to keep informed and 
abreast of events and their 
true Catholic interpretation. 
Because today these very 
events threaten our liveli- 
hood, our families, our 
homes, our very lives! We 
have to face, as part of the 
western nations, weighty 
political, economical, and 
personal problems daily. And 
WE HAVE A RIGHT TO 
THE TRUE CATHOLIC 
ANSWERS TO THEM. We 
have to have it if we too do 
not want to get lost in the 
desert of paganism, mater- 
ialism, secularism, and 
aethism that surrounds us 
on all sides. We have to have 
them to pass them on to 
those we come in contact 
with in the market place. 
We have to have them above 
all TO LIVE THEM, AND 
THUS TRY AT LEAST TO 
RESTORE OUR LIVES AND 
THOSE OF OTHERS TO 
CHRIST! 

The Parish Should Give 

And it should be THE 
PARISH that should give 
them to us. For isn’t it the 
gateway of grace, and isn’t 
one of the greatest graces 
that of the true knowledge 
of our faith and the ways of 
applying and living it best? 

So don’t worry. You would 
not have to do all the work 
that this secondary means 
of grace calls for. Let us do 





the work under your direc- 
tion. In every parish there 
are lay people capable of 
training others. Should there 
not be, you can train a few 
and let them multiply them- 
seves a hundred fold. Trust 
us. We have no desire to 
“take over the parish,” or 
any of your priestly func- 
tions, prerogratives or dut- 
ies. On the contrary, we 
hunger for your leadership, 
for your permission and ap- 
proval. In utter obedience we 
are ready to follow you, as 
we never did before. Only 
give us the green light when 
your time comes! 
No Financial Worries 

If you do, incidentally, 
your financial worries will be 
a thing of the past; for when 
the parish does become the 
center of ALL OUR LIVES— 
Spiritual, intellectual, and 
social—money will flow into 
it as it never did before. Be- 
cause it will really be OUR 
parish, we will feel we belong 
to it, and that you indeed are 
OUR FATHER, after the 
Lord Himself. We will feel 
“at home” in the church, 
and support it with a will. 

Let us now take, first, the 
Study Club techniques. They 
are among the best means 
recommended to us by the 
Popes for dissemination of 
knowledge and grace. The 
already existing parish so- 
cieties are their natural 
channel, and each would 
greatly benefit by their in- 
troduction. They are also a 
most valuable means of 
quickening the life of these 
societies, which today in 
most parishes could stand a 
shot in the arm. In fact the 
whole parish would almost 
at once feel spiritually, in- 
tellectually, and financially, 
the benefits of them. 

First Find a Leader 

They are also so simple to 
start, organize and integrate. 
All that has to be done is to 
find ONE PERSON (or train 
one) who can be the leader 
of a study club. He or she, 
then, will take through the 
first year others who have 
leadership qualities — and 
there are many in each par- 
ish who now lie fallow, like 
fertile yet untilled fields — 





and train them. The second 
year the whole program is 
launched with a bang, and 
a new life begins to course 
through the whole body of 
the parish. 

The topics are yours to 
choose. The idea _ behind 
them is the spread of one 
phase, at a time, of our 
Faith, and its application 
TO OUR MODERN TIMES 
AND LIVES. You choose the 
topics. Knowing the leaders, 
you need not be present at 
the meetings, save maybe 
once a month, to bless it 
with your presence and to 
add to its interest by your 
saintly and learned contri- 
butions. 

Once a year let all the 
study clubs of your parish 
get together, maybe some 


day there may be a diocesan | 


general meeting of inter- 
parochial study clubs. And 


who knows but some other| 
blessed day there even may} 


be a national or international 
meeting that will edify the 
world? 

Starting with Self 


Oh the effect of knowledge | 


thus acquired under the 
blessed aegis of THE GATE- 
WAY OF GRACE — THE 
PARISH! Producing, at long 
last, CATHOLICS WHO 
KNOW AND LIVE THEIR 
FAITH FOR ALL TO SEE! 
What can stop them from 
conquering the world for 
Christ, starting with them- 
selves? 

We of Friendship House 
have used the Study Club 
techniques for years. We 
have even started a few 
parish clubs, and have 
watched with ever increas- 
ing joy, the slow dawning 
and awakening of souls to 
the fullness of the verities 
of our beautiful and holy 
Faith. I remember an old 
woman who had just com- 
pleted a course on Mass 
through a study club. She 
came up to us and, thanking 
us profusely for the gift of 
knowledge, said: “To think 
that I never missed Mass 
wilfully in the last fifty 
years .. . yet HOW MUCH 
OF THE MASS I MISSED.” 
She went on haltingly to 
explain what the new friend- 
ships she had made in the 
study clubs meant to her in 
her lonely declining years. 

In my next letters I will 
discuss the other “means and 
helps” mentioned above. In 
the meantime, let us pray 
that when you are ordained 
you may use them—so that 
no one will ever be able to 
write a book entitled U.S.A. 
AND CANADA PAGAN? 


MASS PRODUCTION 
(Continued from Page One) 


souls. 

All the things on and in 
the earth are gifts from God; 
they are intended to help 
men reach the _ Beatific 
Vision; in the Garden of 
Eden, He gave them to our 
common father, Adam. He 
wants us to use and enjoy 
these gifts. 

The Fault Lies In Us 

He gave man intellect too; 
the power to conceive, plan, 
and accomplish. If we, 
through using His gifts and 
our intellect, can build 
machinery, and order it in 
such fashion that it can 
satisfy our physical needs, 
we have done a good and 
holy thing. If, however, we 
permit the demoralization of 
the worker, and encourage 
the profit motive, we profane 
God’s gifts and desecrate the 
work of our intellect and our 
hands. 

The fault is not with the 
machine. The fault is with 
our greed, our ambitions for 
ourselves, and our neglect of 
our brothers’ welfare. 








Help Build 
A Shrine 


On a hot July day, three 
hundred years ago, St. Jean 
Brebeuf, several of his broth- 
er Jesuits, and many Indian 
converts were massacred by 
the Indians. 

There will be a colorful 
celebration of the anniver- 
sary at Midland, Ontario. 
Thousands of Americans and 
Canadians — though Canad- 
ians are, of course, Ameri- 
cans too, and why in the 
world should we think only 
the citizens of the United 
States are Americans?—will 
attend. And Restoration may 
have a reporter or two on 
the spot to give you an 
| account for the August issue. 























One heart and one soul 


But we are thinking of a 
memorial right here in Com- 
bermere, where, so the story 
goes, St. Jean _ Brebeuf 
preached to the Indians — 
right here by the blue Mad- 
awaska that once felt the 
holy weight of his birch bark 
canoe. 

The Reverend Fr. Patrick 
Dwyer, pastor of the little 
white church of the Sacred 
Heart, which dips its steeple 
in the blue waters at sun- 
down, is building a shrine 
in honor of the great 
martyrs. It will be a humble 
one, built of logs. It will 
stand on top of a hill, and 
there will be Stations of the 
Cross on the road that winds 
its way up there. 

The work will cost ONE 
THOUSAND DOLLARS. 
That is a tremendous sum 
to Father Dwyer. Will you 
help him raise the money, 
make a little contribution in 
honor of those who died to 
preserve the Faith for us? 

There is no better way to 
keep their memory fresh 
before the Lord—nor to keep 
the memory of yourself con- 
stantly before His eyes. 

In your charity, please 
send all contributions to him, 
Father Patrick Dwyer, Com- 
bermere, Ontario, Canada. 
And send your intentions 
with your dollars. 


THE B’S CORNER 








(Continued from Page Two) 


facts, four times a year. Its 
name — THE EASTERN 
CHURCH QUARTERLY. It 
is published at St. August- 
ine’s Abbey, Ramsgate, Kent, 
England. And it is worth 
every penny of its cost, TWO 
DOLLARS A YEAR. It should 
be in every Catholic home 





that is interested in this 


Answers 
To A Critie 


In March we printed a 
letter from Dorothy Harrold 
of Chicago, who wanted to 
change Restoration from a 
“personal” journal to an 
organ for all Catholic Action 
groups. We asked the readers 
what they thought of this 
suggestion. All the replies are 
in, too many to quote, and 
nearly all of them believe 
Restoration should continue 
“as is.” 

What Father W. C. Dwyer 
thinks, you can read in his 
column on Page 1. Here are 
excerpts from other readers. 

“Please keep Restoration 
as it is. We know where the 
other literature can be found 
—if we want it.” Signed—A 
Subscriber. 

This Is Ida’s Idea 
“I agree with the woman in 


Chicago. The tone is too 
personal, too ‘mutual 
admirational.’ You are all 
‘great guys’... But that 


isn’t the analysis of Catholic 
social action . . .”—Ida, Tol- 
edo, O. 
But Then Again 

“First, why should Res- 
toration be the voice of all? 
There are sO many other 
voices in the chorus. Second, 
the ‘personal’ application of 
Catholic social thought 
seems to be just what is 
lacking in many lives. Much 
can be learned from the 
articles that are ‘almost like 
personal letters.’ One might 
call them practical hints on 
serving God. Third, I know 
more than one_ subscriber 
who is going to be disap- 
pointed when she sits down 
to read the edifying and en- 
couraging stories usually 
found in Restoration, and 
finds she is reading from ‘a 
clearing ground for news a- 





bout the various organiza- 
tions.’ 

Remain simple; speaking 
of the love of God and of the 
love of neighbor.—Ann H., 
Watertown, N.Y. 


“T like the way you printed 
Dorothy Harrold’s criticism. 
Quite a neat job she did. I 
can’t help admiring the way 
she refers you to the Catholic 
- - - - in view of the fact that 
the three subscribers I man- 
aged to corral for that paper 
all returned it to me indig- 
nantly. Please, therefore, 
don’t follow suit...” 

A Kiss For The B 

“As to MY criticism of 
your paper — I could have 
kissed the B for her article 
on Peter and Simon. What 
a grand way to encourage 
young seminarians, who 
never consider themselves 
good enough for their great 
vocation. Certainly I like the 
chap who canned all the 
garden produce. And that 
wonderful story about Tony’s 
wife dying of cancer! Some- 
how, one never tires reading 
stories of married love. As 
to the adverse criticism a- 
bout W. C. Dwyer, please 
have more about the ‘Back 
to the Land’ movement.” — 
Lucie L., N.Y. 





most vital question of the 
day—-RUSSIA. 

Why not subscribe NOW? 
You can send your subscrip- 
tion to us, if you wish. We 
have gladly accepted the 
privilege to act as agents for 
the publication in Canada. 
In the U.S.A. send your sub- 
scription to The Secretary of 
the Catholic Near East Wel- 
fare Association, 480 Lexing- 
ton Ave.,; N.Y.C. 17, N.Y. You 
will get ten times the value 





of your money. 
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MARTIN HEARS TONY’S PRAYER 


By Anthony Constable 








(In this instalment of Tony’s 
story he has been transferred 
from Florida to Chanute field, 
Illinois; but is still far from 
home.) 


I settled down to make the 
best of army life. My morale 
received a big boost, when I 
was informed that I was en- 
titled to a week-end pass 
every other week; this would 
make it possible for me to 
visit my brother and family 
in Chicago, only a hundred 
miles away. 

The sun was setting; my 
buddy and I were returning 
from the chapel. “Do you see 
anything strange with the 
sunset?” I asked him. 

Again The Sign 

“T certainly do,” he replied, 
“the rays and light about the 
sun, seem to form a perfect 
Cross.” 

“It may be some sign, per- 
haps, illness at home,” I 
remarked. 

Three days later, on a Sun- 
day, the boys, of my bar- 
rack, ganged up and were 
determined to scrub a lad 
who had been neglectful in 
taking a bath. Armed with 
brooms and hand brushes, 
they were forcing the poor 
victim to the showers. Sens- 
ing what could easily hap- 
pen, I interfered and asked 
the boys to let him take his 
own bath. 

“Nothing doing,” was the 
reply, “he’s so dirty, the 
whole place is beginning to 
smell.” 

“How many of you are 
clean?” I asked. “What a- 
bout the filth that spews out 
of your mouth?” 

There’s Always “The Sarge” 

Just at this point, the 
srgeant, in charge, came to- 
wards me. “Constable, get 
out!” he shouted, “and, I 
mean it as an order.” 

I obeyed, and said as I was 
leaving, “I’ll move, but bear 
in mind, that whatever hap- 
pens will be your responsi- 
bility.” 

I was thoroughly disgusted 
and asked Blessed Martin de 
Porres to soften their hearts. 
As I thought of Martin, I 
realized that it was nearly 
time for evening Mass, so I 
hurried to the chapel. 

One of the boys came to 
meet me, as I was returning. 
“You’re wanted at H.Q.” 

“Has something happen- 
ed?” I inquired. 

When I saw that he wasn’t 
too anxious to reply, I didn’t 
press the question any fur- 
ther. I was certain it had 
nothing to do with the bath- 
ing affair, as I hadn’t broken 
any regulations, still it had 
me guessing. I, then, asked 
how the boy made out with 
his bath, and was told that 
the boys relented, after I left, 
allowing him to take his 
own bath. 

Work for Martin 

At H.Q., I was told of news 
concerning a death in my 
family; the telegram had 
been forwarded to my ser- 





geant. As I hurried to the 
barrack, I thought of my 
poor dad who, for some time, 
had been suffering due to a 
heart condition. The boys 
were waiting for me, as I 
entered. ‘“‘We’re sorry to hear 
the sad news,” the sergeant 
said, as he handed me the 
telegram. Then giving me an 
envelope, he added, “Accept 
this little gift from the boys, 
it will help pay your fur- 
lough expenses.” 

Gall and honey mixed into 
one cup; grief for my dear 
ones, and .joy to know that 
there’s a little bit of good in 
the worst of us. In the en- 
velope was more than enough 
money needed for my trip 
home, but the dead was my 
brother-in-law, and I knew 
that getting a furlough 
would be no easy matter, so 
I appealed to Martin. 

“During wartime, emer- 
gency furloughs are given 
only in case of death to an 
immediate member of a 
family,” so, I was told by 
my C.O. 

I explained how we had 
been the best of pals; that 
he had been living in my 
home, and there might now 
be some business to look 
after, but all my reasons 
proved futile, so I returned 
the money to the boys, even 
though they insisted that I 
keep it. 

What About Martin? 

The next few days seemed 
very dark, and I was tor- 
mented ' with doubt. Had 
Martin let me down? It just 
couldn’t be, as he had never 
been found wanting. Three 
days later after my furlough 
was refused, I received a pass 
for Chicago. This brought 
some comfort, but before I 
left, news came from my 
sister in Geneva, N.Y. “Dick- 
ie is gravely ill and’: we may 
lose him,” the letter stated. 

One week after receiving 
the sad news, my sister wrote 
again saying that her boy 
wasn’t expected to be with 
them much longer. Three 
more days went by and the 
following wire: “Dickie is 
dying, come soon as possible 
—pray for him.” 

“You mustn’t let me 
down this time,” I said to 
Martin, but at HQ, my fur- 
lough was politely refused, 
because a nephew is not an 
immediate member of one’s 
family. 

The C.O. looked at me, and 
seemed puzzled. “Should we 
let him go?” he said to the 
top sergeant. 

“It’s up to him,” replied 
the sgt., “but he is taking a 
big chance in losing all that 
he’s accomplied in school.” 

Martin Arranges It 

I arrived in Geneva, the 
following day, but Dickie, 
only eight years of age, 
had already gone to God. 
Resentment, for all that 
the army stood for, again 
gripped me when I saw my 
nephew, but it all melted 
away, as, by the little, white 
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casket, I knelt to pray. My 
sister came near. “You would 
have been proud,” she said 
sobbingly, “at the height of 
his sufferings, he asked 
Father O’Brien, to make him 
an altar boy, when he was 
well again.” 

Mother, dad and the rest 
of the family were all pres- 
ent, it was good to see them 
all. The next day, March 2, 
was mother’s birthday and, 
as there was need for a 
Ittle gladness in the midst 
of sadness an appropriate 
dinner was prepared for the 
occasion. “I never dreamed 
that I’d be home for your 
birthday,” I said to mother, 
“Dickie was most generous 
to give me his place. I can 
remember the first time that 
I brought him to church, he 
was only three. We _ were 
walking towards the Blessed 
Virgin’s altar, when he spied 
the votive candles, all lit, and 
shouted, “Look! Uncle Tony, 
see big birthday cake.” 

The Three Graves 

I made a visit to the cem- 
etery, and, for the first time, 
I saw the tombstone which 
marked my _ wife’s_ resting 
place. 

After putting Dickie to 
rest, next to Clara, the 
undertaker — good friend of 
mine — said to me, “Would 
you like to see your brother- 
in-law?” 

Realizing that I was some- 
what startled, he told me 
that due to illness which be- 
fell the caretaker, no dead 
had been buried in the past 
month. I didn’t neglect to 
tell the undertaker, how 
much I was_ indebted to 
Blessed Martin, for making 
the incident possible. , 

It was consoling to see 


the three graves so near one 
another. 


. 


ON THE CREDIT SIDE 





(Continued from Page One) 
othy, in defence of our meth- 
ods of expounding the social 
teachings of the Gospel, 
what Francis Thompson said 
to Coventry Patmore; “One 
comes closer to truth by 
grasping what can be grasp- 
ed. Too many try to take the 
greatest, the infinite, in their 
finite hands and _ thereby 
fail to grasp any part of the 
truth. An ocean is not con- 
tainable in a cup. The taking 
of what he can, the encom- 
passing of a little thing, is 
the better way for man. He 
is then able to gather many 
more of the smaller things, 
and thus gradually grasp 
the immensity of God.” 

Did Christ in His public 
ministry speak in high 
sounding terms, or in the 
simple patois of the common 
people? Jesus spoke by simple 
story, simile, and in the 
picturesque language of His 
day and people; words un- 
derstood by all, such as 
“hypocrites, white - washed 





, , 


sepulcres, devourers of the 
substance of widows, ex- 
tortioners, unjust,” etc., etc. 
We woud not dare to improve 
upon the methods of the 
Master. 
If You Are—Don’t 

If you are one of the ‘castle 
intelligensia,’ out to over- 
whelm rather than convert 
the world, by brandishing 
social theory as such, don’t 
read “Restoration” or “On 
the Credit Side.” These are 
not meant for you. You 
wouldn’t understand some- 
thing so “down-to-earth” 
and to the point. Rather 
than parade the highways 
with our theories emblazion- 
ed on phylacteries, we push 
the cart, pull the hoe, wield 


the sickle, we sing with the 
birds in the morning on our 
way to Mass, or chirp with 
the crickets in the thickets 
to lift up grovelling man. 

Join a study group for 
credit unions, Dorothy, and 
you'll learn more about how 
the Commandments are kept 
(in five minutes) than you 
would by fingering dusty 
— for the rest of your 
ife. 
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This New Day 


By Peggy Wyatt 


Dawning has just this moment 
come again 


and gradually strengthens its dim 
light— 


soon the young day shall live its 
hours and then 

twilight recede for yet another 
night; 


but this is NOW—another dawn 
and day 

and we go forth to meet what it 
holds fair; 

resolve to meet it well—to work— 
to pray 

that we will stand the hurts which 
hide somewhere 


without resorting to a childish 
urge 

and lashing back with trite or 
venomed tongue, 

but, like the Christ Who heard the 
black-doom-dirge 

of undeserved cruel death so glibly 
sung 


was still before the eyes of those 
who sneered 

and as they watched Him, 
Him feebly nod 

quite unaware the verdict He had 
feared 

was subject for communion then 
with God— 


saw 


so this new day in which we pause 
or plod 

or strive for joy and strain against 
the ache 

is but the testing from an All-Wise 
God 


Who never gives us more than we 
can: take. 








Furniture and Fixtures 
Less Reserve for Depreciation.. 


MADONNA HOUSE 
Financial Statement 
December 31, 1948 


$ 692.74 


$ 692.74 





EXPENSES: 
Api 


Bank Fees and Exchange 
Building Materials 
Cartage and Freight 
Charity 


MADONNA HOUSE 
PROFIT AND LOSS 
December 31, 1948 


ary 
Automobile Operation and Repair 


$2,775.03 


$2,814.70 





Clerical and Secretarial 
Clothing 


Drugs and Medicines 


Library iste 


Depreciation Furniture and Fixtures.... 


Household Furnishings and Maintenance 





Miscellaneous Expense 
Painting and Repairs 





& 
Stationery and Supplies 
Taxes 





Telephone and Telegraph 
Travel .. 





Utilities 








$2,566.06 
248.64 


$2,814.70 
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